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caught up a cloak thrown down on the back of a
sofa.

"But that is your mother's cloak."
"Never mind." He put it round her shoulders.
It was of gold tissue lined with sable. Teresa's
feminine eye had appraised it already, earlier in the
evening. The soft fur caressed her bare shoulders.
It seemed fitting that Sebastian should swathe her
in such a garment; but still she cast a glance at
John, conscientiously sorting the cards in his hand.
John had let drop a hint to her that he was a little
alarmed by the high stakes they played for. He
hoped that he would not lose more than he could
afford. Poor John, who had given her fifty pounds
to spend on clothes, in anticipation of this party!
Poor John. But the sable was warm and soft to her
bare skin; she had never felt just such a caress
before; Sebastian opened the door for her, and she
passed through it into the dark galleries, hoping
that the other women had seen them go, hoping
that John had not looked up,

Sebastian carried a three-branched candlestick
in his hand; it lit up his face, but left the rooms in
shadow. He proved to be in a mellow mood, neither
sarcastic, nor excited, nor scoffing; but dreamy, as
though he had plenty of time before him, and were
disposed to betray something of himself as he had
never done to Teresa before. They sauntered down
the long gallery, talking softly, and every now and
then Sebastian would pause before a picture, and,
holding up the candlestick, would make some com-
ment or recount some anecdote, while the three